DIVINE   POETRY
things as trying right boots on left feet, men's boots on
women and all manner of incredible absurdities—and
now it was discovered that he was a poet, a genius.
It was said that he was so desperately poor that he had
had to beg the paper on which to write down his verses.
It was part of the story that a wad of sordid-looking
manuscript was thrust into  Mr.  Meynell's letter-box,
with no other indication of its origin than that it came
from  a  Francis Thompson, who gave  his  address as
Charing Cross Post Office;—this manuscript Mr. Mey-
nell, hardly 'daring to touch, turned over gingei-ly with
the tip of his thumb and forefinger as though it were a
thing  infected,   turned  over  and   began   to  read,  and
read on and was amazed, for what was written on that
paper, in a curious rather sprawling irregular hand, was
divine poetry.    Like Mr. Lewis Hind, when he opened
a book of Stephen Phillips, Mr. Meynell no doubt felt
*his eyes opening and his heart dilating'.    And there
was another thing about this poet—he was a slave to
laudanum, which greatly assisted the formation of his
legend.    Some form of narcotic is almost a conditio sine
qua non of a poet's success.    True, Lord Tennyson had
not been 'addicted'  to laudanum—that would hardly
have been becoming in one who was such a favourite
with Queen Victoria—but he had made up for it as
far as possible by wearing his hair very long, smoking
very long pipes, and by going about in a flowing cloak
and a queer shaped hat.    Moreover, he had written a
very good poem bringing in port-wine, and had expressed
in another popular effusion something very like sym-
pathy with the Lotus Eaters.    True, there were other
poets who did none of these things—Mr. Browning,
for example, looked more like a well-to-do banker, and
Mr. Matthew Arnold had not only worn mutton-chop
no

